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The French in a F. right. 
4 New SONG, on 4 S, econd-hand Subject, 


The King of France, with Thirty Thouſand Men, 


Went to the South, and then 


I. 
INCE England was England, ſure never was known 
Such Feats e' er perform'd as are now nn d done; 
Expeditions ſo ſecret, ſo wonderful ftout, 
And ſo nimble withal, that they're home ſoon as out. 
N Derry down, down, &c. 
I 


Lord, they'll run you to France, reconnoitre the Coaſt, 
And be back in a Jerk, and without a Ship loſt ; 
For when Seaſons are late, Sir, we're not quite lo fiſky, 
To tumble about 1 in that damn'd Bay of Biſcay. 


Derry down, &c. 


III. 

Beſides, ſhould we keep on their dangerous Coaſt, 
And be forced on Shore, e'ry Soul wou'd be loſt ; 
Militia, and Guns, and the Devil knows what, 

Oh! Fire, Blood and Nowns, we ſhould all go to Pot. 
Derry down, &c. 
IV. 


But, Thanks to our Stars, we had Councils of War, 
And Councils of War, Sir, are now very far 
From Fighting at all: Sir, they're only deſign'd 
To keep your Bones whole, tho' your Ayes they may blind. 
| Dierry down, &c. 
9 85 V. 
In theſe Councils, the new Art of War was approv'd, 
A Methed fo juſtly admir'd and belov'd, 
To frighten an Enemy out of their Senſes, _ 
With Nathing at all, but mere Sham and Pretences. - 
W down, &c. 
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return d again. 


VI. 
On my Word, Gents, it was vaſtly pretty to ſee 
How the Land and the Ocean in this did agree ; 
There was nothing but Jes, Sir, and Ay, Str, that's right, 
The French are too ſtrong for our Handfull to fight. 
Derry down, &c. 
VII. 
Is it not mighty clever? Can any gain ſay ? 
To fght in this Clement, this Byneified Way ? 
To bring our Ships home, and our Men too, quite ſtout, 
And betore it was known what they had been about. 
Derry down, &c. 
VIII. 
4 believe Folks wou'd grumble, beThings how they wou'd, 
But, begging their Pardon, I don't hold it good; 
Six Hundred French Priſ'ners you quickly, will ſee, 
Chelſea-College to guard, Alamode a Paris. 
Derry down, &c. 
IX. 


Some ſay that no Service can come of this Prize, 


But let any one think, do they talk very wile ? 


Uſeleſs Mouths ! no ſuch thing, for they're ſurely of C, 
To eat up our Bread, Sir, and French introduce, 
Derry n, &c. 
X. 
God proſper King George, and preſerve him from Harm, 
And whenever he pleaſes the next Fleet to arm, 
May no Councils of War, if they're Councils of Cocvards, 
Be approv'd, tho' they're counc:d by none but the 
| Derry devon, &: 


„Alas what Perils do environ 


The Man that meddles with cold Iran. Hup. 


